CHAPTER XX

GEORGE    MEBEDITH

years have passed since I first had the good
fortune to make the personal acquaintance of George
Meredith.    Many years more have passed since I first
came to know him as a writer of fiction.   I think I was
among the earliest of those into whose minds it was
borne as a fact that with George Meredith an entirely
new and original force had arisen in English literature.
If I am not greatly mistaken, I think I am entitled to
boast of the fact that I contributed the first long and
elaborate study of the genius of George Meredith to the
pages of a regular quarterly review.   Of course, I do
not mean to say that other writers had not contributed
articles on George Meredith full of appreciation and
rapture, to the pages of weekly and of daily journals
and, probably, too, of monthly magazines; but I hope I
am entitled to claim the distinction of having been the
writer of the first essay concerning him which appeared
in one of the quarterlies.    The essay which I wrote was
for the ' Westminster Review,' then edited by my friend
the late Dr. John Chapman.   Chapman knew George
Meredith intimately, had an immense admiration of him,
and a thorough appreciation of his genius, and yet it
was not without some hesitation that he accepted niy
suggestion to write an article altogether, or almost al-
together, about a man at that time so little known to
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